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Summary: They say one moment can change a day. One decision can 
change destiny. But one ride, can change a life. After seven years of 
silent hate, it's time to make things right again. But, that might be 
postponed due to the world she and her friends get sucked into, a 
world that could get them all killed. There is little time left to 
fix what has been broken. Will this ride matter at all? 


1 . Characters 

1 . Ashley Hawkins 
>Age : 24<p> 

2 . Hunter Haddock 
>Age : 24<p> 

3. Scott Jefferson 
>Age : 24<p> 

4 . RenAOe Thomson 
>Age : 23<p> 

5. Tony Thomson 
>Age : 23<p> 

6. Frank Island 
>Age : 23<p> 

7 . Tom Fox 
>Age : 24<p> 

8 . Ethan Eagleman 
>Age : 27<p> 

9. Dean Dawson 
>Age : 26<p> 



10. Heather Dawson 
>Age : 24<p> 


11. Stewart Haddock 
>Age : 55<p> 

12. Sean Jefferson 
>Age : 52<p> 

13. Alan Hawkins 
>Age : 53<p> 

14. Ingrid Hawkins 
>Age : 50<p> 

15. Aaron Hawkins 
>Age : 19<p> 

16. Jay Hawkins 
>Age : 14<p> 

17. George Bently 
>Age : 56<p> 


2 . Prologue 

They say people are like one-half of a star. On their own, they shine 
brightly. But only when they find their other half can they show the 
world their true glow. Now, our story begins when one day, a certain 
young woman was making her way back home. Let's just say, she was 
going way over the speed limit with her bike. 

She zoomed by and pass cars, laughing when they would curse and honk 
their cars after her. She would intentionally wait until there was 
the littlest bit of space left between two cars, until changing 
lanes. She did have a destination, but at the moment, she couldn't 
remember. Of course, she did, when she almost missed the turn. 

As she made the wide 180-degree turn, she leaned hard on her right, 
her knee touching the ground. The roar of her engine was the only 
thing she heard. As she kept going, she passed by a sign, which had a 
name written on it. _Berk._ 

As much as she loved the feeling of freedom. Berk would always be 
home. And she loved her home. And apparently, she loved her bathroom 
too. Soon, she passed by a big storage house that hasn't been used as 
one in years . 

The more she rode, the more she started to see her town. There were 
the first houses. She saw her old high school as well. Then came the 
super market, the police station and the shop where she fixes her 
bike too. Yep, still the same Berk. As if it could change in a few 
hours . 

She turned right into the familiar street where her home is. She 
waited till the last second to brake, just for the fun of it. She 
turned off the engine and took off her helmet. She fixed her hair a 
bit with one hand, while putting the helmet on one of the handle bars 



with the other. 


"How many times do I have to tell you to park your own bike in the 
garage?" She turned her head around and found her brother standing 
there with his arms crossed over his chest. "I'm kind of sick of 
doing it for you." She smiled and got off the bike, kicking the side 
stand to let her bike stand on its own. 

"Looks like you're going to be sick today too, since I'm not putting 
it back into the garage." 

"I was afraid you were going to say that." He replied. She unzipped 
her jacket as she made her way to her brother and embraced him in a 
tight hug. 

"How did it go?" Aaron asked. 

"I won, like always." He rolled his eyes, but couldn't help hide the 
smile that was on his face. Of course she won. She always did. He 
pulled away and watched her with worry in his eyes. 

"You should have been home an hour ago. I covered and told them that 
you called and said you got held back. But it's an understatement 
when I say mom is pissed." She gave him the gloves that were in her 
hands and walked pass him and into the house. 

"Since when are you the older sibling?" She asked over her shoulder 
and heard his humorless laugh, closing the door behind her. She took 
off her jacket and put it on one of the racks, making her way into 
the kitchen. There, she found her parents sipping coffee, 
quietly . 

"Hey." She called out as she went to the fridge to take some juice. 
She didn't bother with taking a glass and chugged it down right from 
the cardboard. 

"How many times do I have to tell you kids to take a glass?" Her 
mother asked as she put it back into the fridge. She wasn't thirsty 
anymore, anyway. 

"Apparently, until either you die, or we do." She was about to go 
upstairs when her father called out. 

"Where were you?" She stopped in her tracks and turned around to face 
her parents. 

"I told you. I was with RenAOe . We hung out." She said and hoped that 
her parents believed her. But it looked like she wasn't watching that 
movie anytime soon. 

"We know you were with RenAOe . But it's not with _whom_ you were with 
that concerns me." He stood up and walked over to her and crossed his 
arms over his chest. Her mother followed. "You were at Ravens Point, 
weren't you?" She rolled her eyes and turned to leave. She didn't 
need another lecture. 

"You're wasting your life." Her mother grabbed her by the arm and 
yanked her back to look at them. "And you're making a mistake. Is it 
worth it? Is the adrenaline worth your life? Is it worth that much, 
that every time you step out, I fear that the next time I see you. 



you'll be in a body bag?" She pulled her arm back and stood in front 
of her parents, glaring at them. 


"I sit behind a desk for more than twelve hours, five days a week. I 
finish my responsibilities and help 

>you guys out as much as I can. I handle my own problems by myself 
and try to relieve you guys as much as possible... But don't ever say 
that I'm wasting my life. I never wanted to go to that college. I 
never did. But I only went there out of respect to you guys. I worked 
and studied my ass off for four years and here I am, doing exactly 
what I <em>told<em> you I would be doing if I went with your plan. 

But I kept my mouth shut. I'm not wasting my life when I'm riding. 

I'm _living_ it. Because I'm not like you guys. I never liked being 
inside four walls, cocooned like some bug ready to be eaten by a 
spider . 

"I _want_ to have a good job, and a nice house, and have a family of 
my own... But I also want to live my life a little before that. I 
want to breathe. You're asking yourselves why I'm not in the house 
during the weekend, but every time I walk in I feel like I'm 
suffocating, and I need to _breathe._ And I can only do that when 
there is a bike under me and an open road in front of me. And it's 
not like I'm hearing you complaining when I bring in the money from 
won races . " 

With that she turned around and walked upstairs, not even caring when 
she slammed the door behind her. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Hey guys. So, this is my first story on ffnet, so be 
gentle. I have written a few fanfics about Httyd already, but I 
posted all of them on wattpad. One of them is a book, while the rest 
are just small one shots. The book, when I look back at it, is 
absolute crap, so not really something I would tell you guys to read. 
I might rewrite it one day, buta€|eh, idk. So, this isn't really 
gonna have Dorn or Letty or Brian, it's just something that I wanted 
to point out that this story is a modern one and it will have bikes 
and cars. But, mostly bikes. This is a Hiccstrid or Ascup fanfiction, 
so if you don't like the ship, please, no hate. You're free to read 
this if you want, but no hate between the other readers. That is, if 
anyone is actually reading this. If there are any grammar mistakes, 
I'm sorry, since English isn't my first language, but I do try very 
hard to make sure that there aren't many. Feel free to point them 
out, but understand, that I have a lot of homework and essays, and 
don't have a lot of time. I'll try to update on time, which will be 
every two weeks, but please understand if I miss. So, thank you for 
choosing this story. I hope you like it. See you in two weeks. 
<strong> 


3. The Elevator 

If there was anything Ashley hated, it was being confined. She hated 
feeling trapped. And being stuck behind a desk was feeling trapped. 
She hated her job. She knew she did. And she knew her parents did 
too. But, as much as she hated to admit, her mother did have a point. 
She couldn't just rely on the races. The job did pay the bills, and 
bought groceries and the parts on her bike. 



But it was _so_ tempting to quit. She works her ass off for five days 
a week every month to get her paycheck, yet she earns five grand in 
ten minutes easily at Ravens Point. That is double her salary in no 
time. She goes, she wins, and comes back with a pocket full of money. 
What more could she want? 

She was a great driver. Everyone who rode a bike knew she was hard, 
if not impossible to beat. There was only one other person who could 
match her. But, we'll get to that later. She was subconsciously 
typing into her computer. After working there for almost a year, it 
was, sadly, implanted into her brain how to do what she was doing. 
Someone knocked on the door of her office, and she looked up. 

"Hey." Called out John, a guy she worked with. 

"Hey. What's up?" 

"Well, I would say sky, but it's the ceiling at the moment." She 
rolled her eyes at his joke and continued to type. 

"What are you working on?" he asked. 

"Just some boring maintenance file that I need to finish. They need 
it so they can finally fix that elevator, so I don't have to walk ten 
stories up every morning and smell like a pig before the day even 
started. And... there. Done." She pressed enter and it printed the 
solution to her unnecessary work out every morning. She took it and 
stood up to take it to her boss to sign it. John followed 
her . 

"Okay, you're following me to Anderson. Which means you really want 
to ask something, because no one goes to Anderson unless they have 
to, or they have a death wish." She said as she checked her file for 
any grammar mistakes which, thank god, she didn't find. 

"Listen, I've been meaning to ask you something." He began, but they 
were already in front of Anderson's office. 

"Can you hold that thought for a minute?" She asked as she knocked on 
the door. A faint 'come in' was heard, and he nodded as she went in. 
Her heels clicked as she walked over to her boss and put the file on 
his desk. 

"Listen, I'm a reasonable man, but I can't reason with idiots who 
can't see the sun because their heads are too far up their own asses. 
Call me when you see the sun." He hung up and sighed, rubbing his 
bald head in the process. Anderson wasn't a bad man. Nope, he was 
just a bit, well, _lunatic_ with his business methods. But she didn't 
question because she knew she'd get fired. 

"Damn these people. Doesn't anyone make a fair deal anymore?" He 
asked, but she didn't know if he was asking her or just speaking out 
loud. "How may I help you Hawkins?" 

"I just need you to sign the maintenance file sir, so that they can 
fix the elevator." 

"The elevator isn't working?" He asked, and she looked at him like he 
had an extra head. 



"Well, uh, yes sir. For two weeks actually." 


"Huh. Guess I haven't noticed. I haven't really left the office. We 
have to finish that expanding deal so it must have slipped my mind." 
He took a pen and signed the file before handing it to her. 

"Thank you." She replied and made her way to the door. 

"You're welcome. Can you please send Frank my way if you see him? I 
need to have a word." 

"Will do sir." With that she left his office and found John where she 
left him. They started walking, and he was about to continue their 
previous conversation when she cut him off. 

"Have you seen Frank?" 

"Uh, why?" 

"Boss said he needed him." Her eyes glanced and searched the entire 
room but couldn't pick up the guy. Which was ironic, since Frank 
Island was a pretty huge man. 

"He's probably with Jenna and the rest, coming up with a new software 
or something. Maybe in the lab?" She nodded her head and changed her 
direction to the lab. 

"Anyway, what I was saying before..." 

"Oh right. Ask away." She told him as they went out of the large room 
and climbed down one floor. 

"Well, me and a few people here are going out tonight after work. And 
I was wondering if you wanted to go with us?" She opened the door and 
lo and behold, there he was. 

"Hey Franky. Anderson wants to see you." 

"What for?" 

"Have no idea. But he said he needed you up there ASAP." 

"Okay. I'll be up there in five. Thanks Ashley." She nodded her head 
and went back up the stairs with John. 

"So?" He asked. 

"So what?" 

"You coming or what?" 

"Urn, look. No offence, but I don't really like hanging around with 
people from work. And I have something tonight, so I can't make it. 
Maybe some other time?" She didn't even give him time to reply, and 
she went into the large room once again and disappeared into her 
office . 

He sighed and went back to his own office. While getting there, he 
couldn't help but notice the black bike that passed through the 
street. He cursed as his engine roared and the rider made a tire mark 



on the road. Stupid bikers. 


Now, the rider didn't hear John and even if he did, frankly, he 
wouldn't have cared. He kept going, making turns before he reached 
the shop. He parked at the back and got off the bike. He took off the 
helmet and put it on the handle bars. He took off his jacket and left 
it on his bike. 

He went to the backroom where his locker was. He opened and put his 
keys, phone and wallet there. He took off his shirt and threw it in 
the locker and pulled out the one that was in there. When it was on 
him, he straightened it up a bit and fixed the collar. There really 
wasn't something special about that shirt. But he worked there, and 
he needed to wear it . 

"Oi, Hunter? Is tha ' you lad?" 

"Yeah it's me Gobber. I'll be right there." He called out as he made 
his way over to the bike and pulled out a notebook from his seat. He 
then entered the working area of the shop to find his boss slash 
mentor slash friend, standing there with Tom, his best 
friend . 

"Morning guys . " 

"Morning sleeping beauty." Tom called out as Hunter made his way to 
them. He shook hands with George, who was known as Gobber, for some 
reason. Another fun fact about George, was that he didn't have his 
left hand or his right leg. Said he crushed his hand with a bike and 
lost his leg when I truck ran over him. No wonder he had a weird 
chin . 

"You finally decided to show up for work eh?" 

"Sorry, got hold up. Things aren't that great home." He told them as 
he took the first tool to start on the first order of the 
day . 

"What's the matter with this one?" He asked as he crouched down to 
get a better look. 

"Owner complained that the engine sounded funny. And it was going 
slower than usual." Tom said. 

"What do you think it is?" He asked as he took a flashlight from his 
pocket . 

"Could be the vent." 

"I'm thinking fuel pipe. It's not getting enough fuel and not 
generating enough thrust. Can you start it up?" 

"Sure, just let me get the keys." Tom disappeared for a moment, and 
Gobber waited for him to be out of earshot until he spoke. 

"What happened at home?" Hunter just shrugged his shoulders. 

"The usual. He ignored me, next started yelling how I should be 
making something out of my life and then looked at me like someone 
brought him the wrong offspring. Same story, different day. Tom will 



you hurry your slow ass up! I don't have all day!" He yelled, and he 
heard cursing as Tom hit his head on something. 

"Hunter, you have to understand it from his point of view. He doesn't 
want his son to end up in a dead-end job with no future ahead of 
him." 

"Since when does the, oh so great, Stewart Haddock care about me? 

Face it Gobber, he thinks I'm a failure and a disappointment and a 
mistake. A speck on his spotless record and life as a famous lawyer 
turned mayor of our proud little town called Berk. And I'm the storm 
threatening to tear it down." He didn't look at his mentor as he 
finished that last sentence and started to work on that bike. Gobber 
was about to continue when Tom came from the back with the keys in 
his hand. 

"Found the little fucker. Fell behind some spare parts. You should 
really get that place cleaned a little Gobber. I found things there 
that I didn't know existed." 

"You mean like your brain lad?" Gobber teased, and he heard Hunter's 
snort on the other side. 

"I have some work in the office, you two don't mess around and do yer 
job." With that, he left the two young men to earn their money. Tom 
waited a few minutes before he spoke. 

"Have you heard about tomorrow?" 

"What's tomorrow?" Hunter asked as he inspected the engine. 

"You know? Ravens Point. Second Saturday. The usual though. Some 
newbie said he wanted to race against you. So I thought, why not show 
him why no one new races against you?" 

Hunter sighed and scratched his head as he saw a small drop of liquid 
under the bike. 

"Hey, lift the bike up a bit." Tom leaned the bike to the side, and 
he found it. "Gotcha you little fucker. There is a dent in the fuel 
pipe. I told you it was the fuel pipe." 

"Whatever. Are you coming or not? We haven't been there in a few 
days. And I desperately need to find a chick." Hunter just 
chuckled . 

"Wow, can't stand not getting laid for three days. I wonder if you 
could last a month." 

"You really are no fun. But when was the last time you got some 
action? No wonder you're so uptight." 

"When I get some action is none of your concern. However, to answer 
your question, I guess I could blow off some steam. I haven't raced 
in a few days either." 

"That's the spirit. Same place?" 


"Yeah . Sure . " 



"Are you going incognito mode again?" 

"I told you already. I'm always going like that." 

"I just don't get why. Why hide your face when you're the best?" Tom 
asked . 

"You know why no one can know it ' s me . I can't let him find out. I'd 
be dead if he did. So drop it and let me do what I need to do." 

He gave the keys of the bike back to Tom and went to the next one. 
Tom sighed and went to the back to put the keys back where they 
belong . 

Tomorrow, they were going to Ravens Point. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>So, here we are with another update. I decided to update 
a week earlier, because school starts in 2 days. I've decided that 
the updates will be every two weeks, on a Saturday. It may happen 
that I update earlier, even later, depending on what the situation 
is. Please, forgive me if there are some grammar mistakes. I hope 
nothing slipped. I don't have much to say, so see you again at the 
next update. Thanks for the reviews . <strong> 


4 . Ravens Point I 

Anyone who rode or raced in Berk, knew about Ravens Point. It didn't 
matter if you rode a bike, car, dirt bike. . . If you drove, you knew. 
Ravens Point was where all the races were held. The place was 
equipped with everything that they needed. A bar, bathrooms, a shop 
where they could repair their rides right there. And, most 
importantly, kick ass race tracks. 

Ravens Point was actually a peak. The highest peak of four mountains 
that created a pit. And in the pit, was a small town, with maybe 200 

or 300 people, that was named by the same peak. And the people that 

lived there, made their living by holding these races. They sold the 

food, rented a few rooms to sleep over if needed, kept it quiet from 

the authorities, and all was well. The racers got their races, and 
the folk got their money. A win - win. And you could say the people 
there got to like the riders who came. Even though they were 
strangers, they were family in some way. 

The first main track was the car track, divided into two parts. The 
dessert part of the race was next to the town, but still the track 
ended at the beginning of town. The other half was at the mountain. 
That part was called _The Drift_. That part determined the result of 
the race. It was extremely tricky, with turns that only took one 
second of distraction to roll out of the race and down the mountain. 
And those happened. 

The second main track, was the dirt bike track. Since it needed dirt, 
they were held right where the mountains began, near a small river 
that flowed through there. Contests variated, from who was the 
fastest to finish the track, to who can pull off the craziest trick. 
In the end, they were all crazy. The third track is actually a few of 
short 650 feet tracks that are called _Hurdles_. Basically, it's 



where the brief, but pumped races are held. And, the fourth one, was 
the bike track. 

The bike track started at the exit of the town, went a part of one of 
the roads that led out of Ravens Point, took a turn left from there 
and then came the tricky part called _The Rips_, which was actually 
just a bunch of sharp turns. The track comes back on one of the other 
roads that lead out, but you take this one towards the town. Five 
miles of straight road to see who will finish the race as the winner. 
Now, of course, they used the four roads that lead in and out of 
Ravens Point as tracks too. There were two short roads and two longer 
ones. The north and west were the shortest, the south having a bit of 
a curve to it, while the east one being a long, straight line. 

Fifteen miles of pure, speed loving, fun. And that, ladies and 
gentleman, was where all the riders from a hundred mile radius were 
heading. The people from Berk came here almost every day since it was 
just a twenty minute drive. But every other Saturday, there was a big 
event at Ravens Point, called _Night of the Red Death_. No one knew 
who came up with the name, or why it stuck, but it didn't matter. 

That was the night when everything was double or nothing. You either 
went all in, or you didn't go at all. 

Hunter hasn't gone to Ravens Point in a week. He wanted to go out 
today, but didn't feel like doing much until tonight. So instead, he 
lounged around in his house with his oversized dog. He checked the 
clock on the wall, and decided it's time to get ready. He tried to 
get his dog to move, but the too big, three legged, weird named 
shepherd dog wouldn't budge. 

"Toothless, come on bud, I need to go." The shepherd stayed where he 
was . 

"C'mon, if you let me go. I'll buy you a treat." He seemed to think 
about it for a moment, before moving off the couch. He thanked him 
and stood up to get ready. The dog climbed back on the couch and 
stretched his legs, glad having the entire couch to himself. He 
rolled his eyes at his dog. "Just don't let dad catch you." He barked 
lazily as he started to take a nap. Hunter went upstairs to the 
bathroom and started to undress himself. 

As he took off his shirt and threw it to the laundry bin, he saw his 
appearance in the mirror. The guy he saw was one he didn't recognize. 
He still couldn't get used to how much he changed. His gaze drifted 
to his left arm, where his tattoo spread from his shoulder to his 
wrist. Then it went to his right forearm where another tattoo stood. 
He still remembers how it stung when he got them. He also remembers 
how pissed his father was about it. He averted his gaze and took a 
shower . 

He came out a few minutes later. He went to his room to change. 

There, he put on clean underwear and continued to get ready. He 
walked to his closet and pulled out a pair of black leather pants. He 
paired that with a dark-green shirt and a necklace he wore. It had a 
symbol of some sorts as a pendant. He took his shoes and put them on. 
As he stood up, he looked at his mirror again. Pleased with how he 
looked, he went to a separate closet and pulled out his trade mark, 
black leather jacket. The jacket had a red dragon that curled in on 
its self on his right shoulder. However, he had a piece of leather 
fabric covering that while he was still in town, allowing him not to 
get discovered. He spiked up his collar and went out of his room and 



went downstairs. He rubbed Toothless' head affectionately before 
making his way to the door. He picked up his keys, wallet, phone and 

gloves, and was about to leave the house, when his father opened the 

door. They stared at each other for a moment, before Hunter moved 
pass his father and out the door. 

"Where are you going?" His father called out. 

"Since when do you care?" He said without stopping. 

"Hunter, I'm talking to you. Turn around and answer me 
properly . " 

"No . " 

"Hunter Haddock, if you do not turn around this instant..." 

"You'll what, dad?" He stopped and turned around, glaring at his 

father. "Yell? Ignore me? Look at me with disappointment? Sorry, but 

you're already doing those things." He turned on his heel and went to 
the garage. As he picked up his helmet from a nearby table, he heard 
his father's footsteps behind him. He went over and mounted his bike. 
He pulled on his gloves and checked his watch, putting the key in 
ignition . 

"If you're just going to stand there and try to make a hole in me and 

the wall, could you at least be useful, and move out of the way 

please?" His father opened his mouth to say something, but closed 
them and moved to the side. He kicked the side stand out, turned the 

key and started the engine. It roared to life and he tested it, 

making sure everything was alright. It was, since he tuned it himself 
yesterday. He took the helmet in his hands and looked at his 
father . 

"I'm going to hang with Tom, by the way." He put on the helmet and 
went out the garage, leaving his father standing where he was. He was 
going to hang out with Tom, that was the truth. But his father didn't 
have to know where they were going to hang out. He started the short 
ride to their usual meeting point. When he got there, Tom was already 
waiting, looking as classy as ever sitting on his white - blue 
bike . 

"Nice of you to come. Was starting to think you're gonna bail on me." 
Hunter turned off the engine and pulled off his helmet. He removed 
the black leather fabric and stood up from his bike. 

"Come on, man. You know I'd never bail on you. I just ran into my 
father while going out. He wanted to know where I was going." He said 
as he opened his seat and put the leather there and pulled out some 
of the money he always kept in the seat. 

"Well, did you tell him?" 

"Hell no. He'd kill me if he knew." He sat back on his 
bike . 

"Alright. Just checking. I brought two grand. You?" 

"I always have money with me Tom." 



"Okay then. Shall we, _Night Fury_?" He rolled his eyes and put on 
the helmet. 

"Just try to keep up, _Snow Wraith_. " He pushed down his darkened 
visor and turned on the engine. Tom followed, and they were off. They 
raced until the turn to Ravens Point. Soon they saw the crack between 
the mountains, through which lead the east road, the one they always 
took. When they entered the pit, it was a mad house. There was a 
whole lot of people, fast rides, booze and most of all, races. Hunter 
pushed a button, which made the engine be heard in every direction. 

He added that years ago, when he first started showing up like this. 
They passed by a few people ahead with ease, and made their way to 
town. They saw a race about to go down. The guy who was leading it, 
was about to tell the racers to go, when he noticed them coming his 
way. They stopped right in front of him. 

"You know, even after all these years, you two still know how to make 
an entrance." His strong English accent cut through the air. He was 
big, his muscles dripping from his shirt, with jet-black hair and a 
tattoo on his chin. Tom took off his helmet and mounted off of his 
bike. They shared a quick hug. 

"You know us. We can't live without a little drama. How's it going 
Ethan? Anything good tonight?" 

"Ah, all a bunch of rookies. Couldn't tell the difference between a 
headlight and tailpipe." They both chuckled at him. Ethan turned his 
gaze toward Hunter, who was leaning casually on the bars. 

"What about you man? All well in fame city?" 

"What fame city? You know I hate crowds." 

"And yet, here you are, about to be surrounded by one." Ethan 
motioned his head in the direction of a bunch of people approaching 
him. He and Tom laughed as Hunter banged his head on the bars. They 
turned their heads when they heard complaining from the two riders 
who were left hanging. 

"Ah hold your horses. Don't get your undies in a twist. Wish I could 
chat with you more, but duty calls. I'll catch you guys later at 
Felix's." 

Tom bid goodbye, while Hunter just waved. As they watched Ethan move 
to start a race, something caught Hunter's eyes. A familiar shade of 
blonde hair sticking out of a helmet. He heard the sound of the 
engine, before he saw it, and when Ethan moved, there she was. 


5. Ravens Point II 

She was racing. He knew that dark-blue bike anywhere. It was the same 
color as her eyes. Well, maybe a bit darker. He hasn't seen her race 
in a while. She gripped the bars as Ethan yelled ready. And then she 
was off. 

Clearly, it was a chump who challenged her, because he chocked and 
took about two seconds after her. She was already a good way ahead of 
him. The guy was a mess, and from the looks of it, so was his bike. 
Just by the look of how he changed gears, he could tell it hasn't 



been tuned in quite some time. He didn't even realize Tom was beside 
him again, until he spoke up. 


"You're staring." He snapped his head at his direction, before 
returning his gaze to the race. 

"No I'm not. And even if I was, nobody could tell. I have a darkened 
visor remember?" 

"But, still, you're staring." He scoffed. 

"I wasn't staring at her. I was just thinking about when was the last 
time that chump tuned his bike." 

"Mm-hmm. Yeah. But I bet you'd like to tune her bike, too." 

"Ah, shut up." He pushed his face away, and Tom laughed. That drew a 
bit of attention from the crowd around them. Some of them, would give 
anything to be in Tom's place right now. Scratch that, they _all_ 
wanted to be in his place. Everyone wanted to know who Night Fury 
was, and it was an understatement when I say that they were envious. 
But, they all knew three things. He always came with that jacket, he 
never took off his helmet and he was fast. That's how he got his 
name. There were races during the day, too, but he only raced at 
night. And he was as fast as they get. So _Night Fury_ seemed 
appropriate as his name. And he did have that dragon on his shoulder, 
so it just stuck after that. 

He knew just how well she could race. She was fast. Maybe even as 
fast as him. So her going against some show off, was a piece of cake. 
He followed the race as much as he could through the thick crowd, but 
lost her at The Rips. She emerged a few minutes later, probably a 
mile ahead of her opponent. She came to a halt in front of Ethan, and 
took off her helmet. Still as beautiful as ever. As she mounted off 
her bike, her friends came over to congratulate her. They always hung 
out at these things. Beside her, there were four other people. 

You remember Frank, right? Well, they call him Franky. He was big, I 
can tell you that. He got his nickname, _Gronckle_, that way. Some 
people wondered how his orange bike hasn't broken under his weight 
yet. He wasn't the best racer, but was better than most of them. What 
he lacked at racing, he filled with knowledge. He is one heck of a 
computer and bike genius. If you need anything, computer or bike 
related, he's your guy. 

Then, come the twins. Tony and RenA©e Thompson, a.k.a., the _Hideous 
Zippleback_. Why you may ask? Well, one reason is they never leave 
one another. The second, was that they both have matching green 
bikes. They're rude, stinky and loud. But, they're sneaky when it 
comes to races. They may not be the smartest arrows in the quiver, 
but when they're together, nothing can stop them. Seriously. They 
once blew up a crane. Stay away from their pranks. 

Next, you have Scott Jefferson. He has a lot of things. He's rich. 
He's good looking. Has a sweet black and red bike. Even has a cool 
track name. _Monstrous Nightmare_. Chicks dig him. All in all, he has 
everything. However, if there is one thing, he doesn't have, it's 
this. The guy lacks a brain. As good as a racer he is, never leave 
any sort of planing to him. Any sort. Not even your grocery list. 
Something you should also know about Scott. He's Hunter's cousin. 



And, his father is the chief of Berk's police. So you all can imagine 
the glorious life Hunter had. He had a disappointed father, a grumpy 
uncle and an obnoxious cousin. Couldn't get better than that, can it, 
now? 

The chump who challenged her, came about two minutes later. He 
stopped just long enough to give her the money, and then he was off, 
embarrassed. He smirked under his helmet as Scott tried to flirt with 
her, but she just pushed him away. Tom laughed at that, and it drew 
her attention. And her friends. He straightened himself and turned to 
Hunter, to make it seem like he wasn't looking at them. But the smile 
on his face revealed him. They made their way to the two of them. Tom 
walked out a bit, leaving Hunter watching from his back. 

"Tom." She said as a greeting. 

"Ashley." He replied the same way. 

"You look good tonight." He complimented her, but he meant it as a 
joke . 

"I always look good. Unlike some people here." She scanned him with 
her eyes, as the twins chuckled behind her. 

"Really? Mind to point them out?" 

"Nah, I'd like to spare you the embarrassment." Hunter allowed 
himself to chuckle as her friends laughed. What was he thinking, 
trying to tease Ashley. 

"Oh no, please do. I don't mind. I like to laugh." He 
replied . 

"Unlike your mute friend over there?" She motioned her head at 
Hunter's direction, and their gazes turned to him. Hunter just 
shrugged his shoulders and raised his hands in surrender, telling 
them to leave him out of it. 

"He likes to laugh too. He just doesn't laugh here. He's kind of 
shy." She rolled her eyes at him. 

"But I, on the other hand, am not shy. I'll laugh, even if it's on my 
account . " 

"Would you laugh after you lost a race?" She asked with a smirk on 
her face. 

"Me? Sure. But, the thing is sweetheart, I don't lose." He lowered 
his head a bit as he said that. 

"Really? I have two grand that say, you do. And that you don't laugh 
after you've lost." 

"Are you asking me to race Ashley?" 

"What do you think I'm doing?" Hunter didn't like where this was 
going. Tom shouldn't be doing this. 

"Alright. Let's see how we laugh after the race." Ashley nodded, and 
Tom made his way to his bike with a confident smirk on his face. As 



he passed Hunter, Hunter grabbed him by the arm. Tom looked at 
him . 

"You're going to lose." Hunter whispered. 

"What?" Tom asked, not believing his ears. 

"You're going to lose. Don't race against her." 

"Why not? I can take her." 

"No you can ' t . " 

"Why?" 

"Because she's better than you." Tom couldn't believe him. 

"I've raced against her before." 

"And you lost every single time." 

"Well not this time." He jerked his arm away and mounted his bike, 
putting his helmet on. 

"Can't you have some faith in me?" He told under his helmet, his 
voice muffled. He turned on his engine and made his way to 
Ethan . 

"Oh I have faith alright." Hunter said while he could still hear him. 
When he didn't, he mumbled under his breath. 

"That she is going to kick your over-confident ass." He sighed and 
kicked out the side stand so that the bike stood on its own, making 
sitting on it a bit more comfortable. Tom was a great racer. But not 
even Tom Fox goes against Ashley Hawkins. He watched as they handed 
their money to Ethan, and set their bikes on the starting line. Tom 
turned on the neon lights that were set all over his bike, making it 
glow a nice shade of royal blue. He made the engine thunder, and the 
crowd cheered. He raised a fist in the air, which he always did 
before he raced. Ashley just shook her head, most likely rolling her 
eyes at him. Hunter knew it would be pointless to watch the race, so 
as soon as they were off, he drove to Ethan to get one race finished. 
He found the newbie that challenged him. A 16 year-old, named Gary 
Johnson. But they call him Gustav. For what reason, he didn't 
know . 

Ethan grabbed their money and put it away safely. Gustav had a 
confident smirk on his face. That is, before Hunter made his engine 
roar. Suddenly, he didn't look so brave. The bike he had was good. It 
was probably new. Which made it worse. It probably wasn't modified, 
its rider most likely thinking it didn't need them. A modified bike, 
is better than a new one, any day. Hunter knew that. He sat back 
casually, as Ethan started counting down. He didn't even flinch when 
he said go, and Gary went off. The crowd looked puzzled. All were 
confused but Ethan, who was trying to keep his laughter contained. He 
looked at his watch, and saw that 30 seconds have passed. He grabbed 
the handle bars quickly and all that was left to see for the crowd, 
was the image of his back. 


Nothing made him feel like this. No car or plane can or could make 



him feel like this. _Free_. Nothing could make him feel free but 
riding. The sound of the engine was the only thing he heard. It 
didn't take long for him to catch up to Gustav. The kid was a nervous 
wreck. Ethan was right. They couldn't tell the difference between a 
headlight and a tailpipe even if it was staring them in the face. 

He let him stay in the lead till they reached The Rips. He knew those 
sharp turns like the palm of his hand. He started leaning dangerously 
low to the ground as they made those turns. The kid was holding up; 
he'll admit that. Not too bad for a rookie. On the last turn, Gustav 
lost control, and almost wiped out. Luckily, he didn't, and saved 
both of them a trip to the hospital. Now, there was that last stretch 
of road left. Three miles. Three miles were left. He left ten feet of 
space between them. He waited until half a mile was left. Gustav took 
the bait, and used a special fuel, called _Plasma_, that gave him a 
burst of speed. _Too soon_. Hunter thought. He changed gears, and his 
bike was moving fast. There was maybe 200 feet left. He was twenty 
feet behind Gustav. He added throttle, and used _Plasma_. The sudden 
burst of speed made him grip the handle bars as tightly as he could. 
That still surprised him, even after all these years of riding. He 
passed by Gustav easily, and crossed the imaginary finish line, 
stopping merely inches in front of Ethan. 

"Well my friend, you never seem to disappoint. And lose, apparently." 
Ethan handed him the money, and not a second after, they heard Gary 
complaining . 

"You can't give him that money. He used _Plasma_ at the last second. 
He can't do that... can he?" 

Hunter looked over at the devastated boy. He knew how it felt to lose 
your first race. He looked at the money in his hand and back to Gary. 
He knew what he had to do. And he didn't feel sorry for it. He kicked 
the side stand out and got off the bike. He walked over to Gary, who 
was looking quite confused. And so were the others. The boy got off 
his bike too and stood with a straight back, his fists clenched, 
ready if Night Fury decided to fight. He stopped a foot away from 
Gary, and just watched him for a few seconds. Then he stretched out 
his hand. Gary eyed the hand for a few moments, before gingerly 
accepting. Just as he was about to touch the gloved hand. Hunter 
grabbed him by the wrist and turned the hand so the palm was facing 
upwards. The grip on Gary's wrist was strong, and it was scaring the 
crap out of him. His eyes were threatening to jump out of his skull. 
Hunter leaned in and stared at Gary's eyes. And even though the visor 
was down, he knew that Gary knew he was watching him 
closely . 

"Little word of advice," He told him. " modify your bike. If you're 
arrogant, then you've lost the race before it even began. You're 
either extremely bold, or truly stupid. Either way... I like it." 

Gary just stared with his mouth open as Hunter put the money he won 
in Gary's hand and let go of his wrist. 

"Don't waste all the money at once. Leave it for a rainy day. You'll 
be glad you did." 

With that he left Gustav to stare at his hand, and made his way back 
to his bike. Ethan was watching the entire thing, and couldn't help 
the smirk on his face. Hunter mounted his bike and sighed. 



"Let me guess. She kicked his ass." He wanted to make it sound as a 
question. But it came out as a statement. And, honestly, it was a 
statement . 


"Like a boss. He came across the finish line almost a minute after 
her. He didn't stop, just went on. I'm guessing he's at Felix's." 

"I told him it was a bad idea. You don't just go against Ashley. Even 
I don't go against her." 

"I know man." Hunter sighed, and moved the side stand out of the 
way . 

"Well, we can't do anything now, can we? I'll see you there in a 
bit . " 

"You're not racing anymore?" 

"It's just not that night Ethan. I'll see you later." He turned on 
the engine and made his way to Felix. As he did, he passed by Ashley. 
For a second, their eyes met. But she broke it when she turned her 
gaze to his hands, holding the handle bars. She could have sworn she 
saw a tattoo on his left wrist, before she couldn't make him out 
anymore . 


6. The After Party 

The next morning. Hunter woke up to the sound of Tom's breathing 
combined with Toothless' slobber on his face. He made gagging noises 
as he wiped it off his face. Flashes of last night appeared, and he 
could vaguely remember Ashley being there. He sighed as he thought 
about her again. He scolded himself in his brain, knowing if he 
didn't, he'll just do it again. Well, he'll do it again anyway, but 
he needs not to think about it right now. Or _her_, actually. 

His head hurt, probably from drinking, but he wasn't hangover, which 
Tom probably was from the state he was in. And the stench of alcohol 
coming from him confirmed his suspicion. He got up, almost stepping 
on Toothless in the process, and made his way to the kitchen. His 
father was nowhere to be seen, as usual. _Typical,_ he thought. But 
he was glad that he wasn't in the house. It would have been awkward 
if he was. He really wasn't in the mood for explaining why Tom was 
passed out on the couch. He made them a cup of coffee, pouring food 
for Toothless and calling him to eat. He patted his head and grabbed 
the cups, heading for the living room. He put the cup of steaming 
coffee on the table in front of Tom, shaking him to wake up. When he 
heard him groan, he made his way to the garage, knowing that Tom 
would get up in a couple of minutes. He took a few drinks of his 
coffee on the way. 

He put the cup next to his tools, walking to their bikes to make sure 
nothing was wrong. He had no idea how Tom made it to his house in one 
piece. Frankly, he didn't want to know. He noticed his jacket was on 
the seat of his bike, with the red dragon on the shoulder clearly 
visible. He took it, pulled out the leather fabric from his seat, and 
covered it up. He hoped his father was in a big hurry that morning to 
notice. He didn't need his own father having suspicions. He heard 
footsteps and turned around to see Tom leaning on the door, with the 
coffee in his hand. He smiled at the way he was standing. 



"Well, you look like shit." He commented. 


"Well, you aren't a sight to sore eyes in the morning either." Tom 
snapped back. 

"At least I don't look like Gobber's post accident picture. How many 
drinks _did_ you take?" he asked with a smirk on his face. 

"I lost count after fifteen." Tom replied, taking a drink from his 
cup . 

Hunter laughed, and walked pass Tom, heading for the kitchen. From 
the looks of it, he was making breakfast since Tom was useless in the 
moment. As he started pulling out plates and bread, Tom came in and 
took a seat, giving a thankful nod on the way. Hunter just shook his 
head with a smile on his face, taking a glass and filling it with 
water. After he put the bread to toast, he walked to the medicine 
cabinet, finding an aspirin to give his best friend. He put the glass 
and pill in front of Tom, who drank it with no complaint. He pulled 
out the salami and cheese out of the fridge, just as the toaster went 
off. They ate breakfast in quiet, each sipping their coffee, with 
Hunter smiling at Tom's failed attempts to bite his sandwich. 

By the time they finished, Tom was well enough to clean the dishes. 
Well, to put them in the dishwasher that is. Toothless was starting 
to complain about his walk being way overdue, so Hunter walked 
upstairs, putting on shorts and a undershirt, walking down with his 
earbuds . 

"Where are you going?" Tom asked. 

"I'm taking Toothless for a run. If I don't, he'll lick me till I do, 
and I just managed to get his slobber off my face. You take a shower 
while I'm gone." He told him. 

"You're not my mother." Tom replied to which Hunter chuckled. He put 
his earbuds in and clipped Toothless' leash on. "Take a shower Tom." 
He told him again and walked out of the house, starting his morning 
jog. He played his music, letting himself get pulled into the world 
of notes and strings. They took a few turns before coming to the 
park, their usual route. Sweat was building on his forehead and his 
back, dripping down his neck and arms, making his tattoo glisten in 
the morning sun. Or afternoon sun. He didn't really pay attention. He 
also shouldn't have paid attention to the glimpse of blond locks in 
his vision. He shouldn't have turned his head in her direction. He 
shouldn't have kept his gaze on her for a few moments when her eyes 
met his. He shouldn't have. 

But he did. 

And she did too. 

With her fight with her parents this morning, _as usual_, a splitting 
headache and RenAOe complaining about not getting laid last night, 
seeing Hunter Haddock was the _last_ thing she needed. And the last 
thing she wanted to do. When he turned away, she continued her jog as 
well, determined to forget about seeing him. She failed miserably. 

His face kept flashing in front of her eyes all the way back to her 
house. The looks she got from her parents didn't help either. They 



reminded her of the one she got from him. 


"RenA©e called again. Said she wanted to meet with you." Her brother 
said as she passed by the living room where her entire family was 
sitting, watching a show on the TV. She just nodded her head, walking 
up the stairs to take a shower. She needed one bad. But she regretted 
it immediately. She would never admit it to anyone of course, but she 
let her imagination run a little wild while showering. _Too_wild. But 
it was not what she was imagining that bothered her. It was who she 
was imagining that made her angry at herself. Sure, he's changed over 
the years. He's _grown._ Handsomer, broader shoulders, not to mention 
those arms that are now covered... Anyway, that doesn't give him the 
rights to occupy her thoughts. Even if the way that sleeveless shirt 
clung to his body was down-right distractive and should be declared 
illegal. When she got out of the bathroom, she was under the 
impression that she didn't take a shower at all. She changed her 
clothes and picked up her phone, dialing RenAOe ' s number. After a few 
rings, she picked up. 

_"What?"_ she asked. Ashley smiled at the _kind_ reception she 
received . 

"Aaron said you called." 

_"Yeah. I look like shit and feel even more like shit, and since Tony 
is probably passed out at Scott's place, I have no one to force to 
make me coffee and breakfast. RenA©e replied, her voice 
heavy . 

"Wow. That hangover, huh?" Ashley teased, "And I'm guessing that you 
want me to come over and make you breakfast?" 

_"No. I just need you to take me to the closest diner and pay since I 
spent all my money. 

"Do I even _want_ to know on what you spend that much money?" she 
asked . 

_"Probably not . RenA©e replied and Ashley could see the smirk on 
her face. 

"Of course not. Alright, get some half-decent clothes on. I'll be 
over in ten." She heard her grunt a thanks and then she hung up. She 
grabbed her wallet from her drawer and shoved it into her pocket, and 
walked down the stairs. 

"Are you going out again?" Jay asked. 

"Yes." She replied. 

"Where are you going now?" her mother asked, "You just came 

in . " 

"RenA©e isn't feeling good. I'm going over to check up on her." She 
replied as she pulled a jacket over her shoulders, making sure she 
had her keys with her. She heard her mother mumble something about 
RenA©e under her breath. She rolled her eyes. 

"I don't like that you're with that girl all the time. She doesn't 
have all her bolts in place." Her mother said, and her anger was 



starting rise again. 


"Well neither did Houdini, but I don't hear you talking bad about 
him." She snapped at her mother and she saw her brothers snickering, 
knowing that another quarrel was about to start. But she wasn't in 
the mood for one. 

"That is completely different. Houdini, unlike her, doesn't affect 
your life." She groaned. 

"It's my life." She replied. 

"And you keep making-" she cut her off. 

"You really want to start this conversation again?" she asked with 
her hands in fists by her side. 

"I will start this conversation whenever-" her mother began. 

"And I'm going to end it. Don't wait up for me." She cut her off 
again, and went out of the house without uttering another word, 
leaving her mother dangling mid sentence. She walked down the stairs 
and the street, not bothering to drive somewhere so close. She called 
RenA©e and when she came down, they walked to the diner across the 
street and took their seats. She ordered them both some coffee, 
making sure RenA©e ' s was double, along with some waffles, since 
RenA©e would kill her if she ordered something else. When she was 
sure RenA©e was awake enough, she spoke. 

"What did you do last night to get _so_ hangover?" Ashley asked. 

"I think I accepted a challenge or something from a guy. You can 
figure out yourself what happened after that." RenA©e told her. 

Ashley rolled her eyes but couldn't help but smirk at her. 

"I think I can. How's the Ethan thing coming along?" she teased. 
RenA©e groaned. 

"I don't understand why are English dudes so picky. I mean, it's sex, 
it ain't some grand medical or scientific breakthrough." She laughed 
at her friends failed attempt to woo the race organizer. He wasn't 
bad, but a bit too much egocentric and macho for her. Guess she was 
used to dorky and sarcastic. She groaned as she thought about him 
again . 

"What's the matter? Who pissed you off today?" RenA©e asked with a 
bite in her mouth. Ten years ago, that would have disgusted her, but 
watching her do that every day, you get used to it. "Is it your 
parents again? They said you should make your life better by stop 
hanging out with me?" She was joking, but there was an aura of 
seriousness about it. 

"You could say that." She replied. 

"I'm not saying, I'm stating. Just tell them to fuck out already. I 
know they're you're parents and all that shit, but you're not five 
anymore . " 

"I did. But they are either deaf or pretend not to hear. I'm 
suspecting the latter." 



"They're persistent. I'll give them that." A barely visible smile 
appeared on her face as she turned and watched out the window. 

RenA©e ' s brow furrowed. That would have had Ashley smiling ear to 
ear. She watched her carefully, studying her face like she was 
supposed to study her history assignment. Ashley felt her gaze and 
turned her head back to RenA©e . A few moments passed before she 
spoke . 

"You saw him, didn't you?" RenA©e asked, pointing her fork at 
her . 

"Saw who?" Ashley replied, deciding to play oblivious. 

"Ashley, I'm crazy, I'm not stupid. I've been friends with you for 
ages, so I know when you're lying." 

Knowing that she couldn't lie to her, Ashley just stared out the 
window . 

"You _did_ see him, didn't you? And now you can't stop thinking about 
him." A rare tone of caring took over RenA©e ' s voice. Ashley still 
kept quiet. RenA©e sighed. "Look Ashley, I don't know what happened 
between you two, and I don't know why you don't want to tell me, but 
frankly, I don't give a damn. But I don't like seeing you like this 
either. All quiet and sulky, which is the total opposite of you." She 
did look at her when she said the next thing. 

"Listen, I hate romance BS and clichA© stories, but whatever you have 
left that is unsolved with him, finish it. It's been seven years. I 
really don't want to go seven more of watching you be like this every 
time you run into him, because you _will_. Berk isn't that small, but 
it isn't that big either. Get it over with, because you're turning 
every one of my after party breakfast ' s into a couples therapy 
session, which sometimes enjoyable, is starting to piss me 
off." 

Ashley couldn't help but smile ear from ear to that. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Sorry for the late update. I got home from school today 
and remembered I didn't update on Sunday. So, we have some bread 
crumbs thanks to Ruff that includes our lovebirds, though we can't 
call them that... yet. Again, I apologize for being late and if there 
are any grammar mistakes. Now, I would like to point ahead, that if 
somewhere in between the 7th and 15th June, I do not update, don't 
freak out, because that is when I take my final test for graduation. 
It will last two or three days, since I'm taking test that are from 
three different subjects. I now have enough written chapters to last 
me till the end of June, but if I forget, sorry. I'll remind you 
again when the time comes, because even now things are pretty crazy 
with test, essays, book reports, and life in general. The next 
chapter should be April 9th. See you next t ime . <strong> 


7. Brief Conversation 

She really wasn't in the mood. _Again._It seemed that in the last few 
days, she was never in the mood. She blames her parents. They were 



usually annoying, pestering her about her life, but they were _very_ 
annoying these days. Usually, a couple of days would pass before they 
would mention her wasting her life again. But now, they would bring 
it up on a daily basis. She would start her day with a fight with 
them, and end it the same way. 

Repeat . 

She would get frustrated before her day even began, and that made it 
really hard for her not to snap and curse at everyone on work, 
including her boss. And with John showing up every minute to see if 
she changed her mind about going out with him and a couple of friends 
for coffee after work, was not helping. Not to mention the stack of 
files she had yet to finish. It was exhausting. And boring. And it 
was cutting her rides short. That was what pissed her off the 
most . 

She walked into the elevator, glad that her shift was coming to an 
end so that she could finally get some rest and relaxation. Just as 
the door was about to close, someone yelled to hold the door. She 
did, but regretted it when she saw who walked in. 

"Hey. Haven't seen you much today." John said as he stood next to 
her . 

"Well, some of us actually do their job instead of asking people if 
they want to go out and have coffee after work every three seconds." 
Her voice was flat and was supposed to be serious, but John chuckled, 
obviously thinking she was joking. She wasn't. 

"Well, some of us just really want to talk about something other than 
income and outcome of some product for a change. You can't blame them 
for trying." He told her. 

"They're persistent. I'll give them that." She used RenAOe ' s usual 
line to reply. He, again, didn't catch the sarcasm. 

"So, have you changed your mind?" he asked, for what was probably the 
billionth time that day. She groaned. 

"Oh, come on Ashley. One coffee. Five minutes with your work buddies. 
It'll help you unwind." He persuaded. 

"The only thing after work that helps me unwind John, is either 
punching someone in the face till I brake my fist, or having a nice 
long ride. I prefer not to brake someone's nose and get fired." She 
told him as the doors of the elevator opened and they stepped out. In 
front of the building, she saw Aaron waiting for her in the car. She 
was glad he decided pick her up. She didn't feel like walking 
home . 

"So I guess that's another no on that coffee?" John asked, one final 
attempt to make her agree. She didn't. 

"Night John." She told him while getting into the car. As soon as she 
closed the door, her brother started driving. 

"I'm guessing that's the guy from work you've been complaining so 
much about?" Aaron asked, teasing her. 



"Aaron, please? It's been a rough day at work and the last thing I 
need is you pushing my buttons." She replied, exhaustion clearly 
visible in her voice. 

"That bad, huh?" He asked gently, deciding he could tease her later 
when she wasn't ready to explode. 

"You don't even know the half of it baby brother." Aaron made a sound 
of protest at the name she used. A few minutes of silence passed 
before she spoke again. "Are mom and dad home?" 

"No. They went out or something. Said they needed to finish some 
things and not to wait for them. Mom said dinner is in the fridge." 
Aaron replied as he took a turn. 

"Good." Ashley replied, sighing. 

"Glad you don't have to fight with them when you step into the 
house?" She couldn't help but smile at that. If there was anyone in 
her life she could depend on, it was her brothers. Aaron especially. 
Jay was there too, but he was too young to understand some things 
that Aaron could. Ten years wasn't a small age difference when it 
came to siblings. She shook her head as Aaron turned up the radio and 
started singing to the song that was playing. She rolled her eyes as 
he tried to make her sing along too. Eventually she gave in, knowing 
he wouldn't stop until she agreed. They tried singing the high notes, 
only to fail, but they didn't care. They were having fun, and Aaron 
was glad he was helping his sister relax. They arrived in front of 
the house just as the song finished, and they burst into laughter. 
They got out of the car, still laughing and walked into the house to 
find Jay yelling at the screen. They shared a confused gaze, before 
turning their heads in the direction of the TV, figuring out why he 
was screaming. He was in the middle of some game, loosing probably, 
from the looks of it. Ashley rolled her eyes and walked over to her 
brother, pulling his headphones of. 

Jay looked up, ready to yell at the person who dared to interrupt his 
game, when he saw his older sister looking at him. There were only a 
few things young Jay Hawkins was afraid of. Snakes, small places, 
being stuck with no gadgets what soever ... but the one thing that 
scared him the most, was getting busted by Ashley. Not even his 
mother or father could make him crap his pants as Ashley did when she 
would look at him with anger all over her face. But, she wasn't angry 
right now, which was good. She was just looking at him with a smirk 
on her face, that knowing gleam in her blue eyes that were darker 
then his. 

"Do I even have to bother with asking did you finish your homework?" 
she asked, and when he just smiled bashfully, she smiled even wider, 
pointing her finger in the direction of his room upstairs, telling 
him to finish it. He groaned, pausing his game, trotting up the 
stairs. Aaron chuckled. 

"Can't believe that was me a few years ago." Aaron commented, "I 
remember you would just raise an eyebrow, and I would already be in 
my room, homework almost done." 

"Come on, I'm not that scary." Ashley said, kicking her heels off, 
walking into the kitchen barefoot, not caring about leaving her shoes 
like that. Aaron rolled his eyes and moved them next to the rest of 



their shoes, following her into the kitchen. She pulled out three 
plates from the cabinet, setting them on the table. Aaron, seeing 
what she was doing, followed her lead, pulling out utensils. She 
walked to the fridge, pulling out their dinner and putting it into 
the microwave. 

"I'll go call Jay. You change since I don't think that you feel 
comfortable in that." He pointed to her outfit and she just nodded, 
smiling. They walked upstairs, with him going right and her going 
left. She quickly changed into a loose shirt and some sweatpants, 
relieved of that stupid outfit she had to wear to work. Thank God 
tomorrow was Sunday. She was sure she would strangle someone if she 
had to go tomorrow. She could finally take a nice long ride to Ravens 
Point with the gang, and just have some fun. Maybe Aaron could come 
too. They'll see. She walked down to find her brothers messing with 
each other at the table. She cleared her throat, and they both sat 
down. She chuckled at how quickly they did what she told them, and 
yet, how they did almost nothing of what mom told them. It was 
ridiculous . 

"At ease soldiers, " she joked, "you know your captain allows you to 
mess around when the general and her colonel aren't here." They 
laughed as she took a seat herself. They talked as they ate, mostly 
joking around, the kind of joking around they didn't do when their 
parents are home. 

"So, he's been asking you to go out for coffee for, what? Two weeks?" 
Jay asked, barely containing his laughter. 

"I think two weeks is too short. More like a month or so. But he's 
been a pain in my ass for as long as I've worked there." She replied 
as she took a drink from her glass. 

"Sounds like he likes you." Aaron teased. 

"Do not even joke about that. Besides, he's not my type." She told 
them . 

"And what is your type, miss Hawkins?" asked Jay. 

"The one that doesn't work at the same place that I do. And that 
doesn't smell like rose water and scented candles." She replied, her 
nose wrinkling. 

"Wait, how would you know how he smells like?" Asked Aaron, pointing 
his fork at her with a smile on his face. 

"He tends to stand very close to me when we're in the same room." She 
replied flatly, but her brothers laughed. When Aaron managed to calm 
down, he asked. 

"Do you . . . do you want me to talk to him? Seriously though. I could, 
you know it's not a problem." 

"No, thanks. I take care of my own problems." She 
replied . 

"_Love_problems . " Teased Jay and Ashley punched him in the shoulder. 
He winced and rubbed the spot where she hit him. A flashback of a boy 
with green eyes and a tooth gap appeared. 



"Don't worry baby brother. If it gets out of control. I'll tell you." 
She told them, recovering quickly from the memories she wished she 
could forget. After finishing dinner, she made sure Jay finished his 
homework and that Aaron finished the dishes, before going out of the 
house. She changed her clothes before that, of course. She zipped her 
jacket and put on her helmet, zooming out of the garage in a blink of 
an eye. She stopped by RenAOe's, waiting for her to come out. When 
she did, they made their way out of town. As they did, the rest of 
their friends joined them at various places. The five of them raced 
and joked around till they came to Ravens Point. There were people 
there, but not as much as usual since it was still early. They parked 
by the unofficial start line, and mounted off. They greeted some of 
the racers, chatting among themselves for a few minutes before the 
rest started pooling in. She saw some familiar faces among them. She 
saw Ethan, Gary, even her brother on his yellow bike. It was a fun 
couple of hours, talking, racing, drinking a few beers here and 
there. The only downside was Scott's constant flirting that was as 
good as Tony's math. 

It was almost midnight when he showed up. Tom was with him, as usual, 
riding next to him with that white - blue neon light bike. Sometimes 
she thought that if Tom didn't ride next to him, no one would even 
notice he was there. With that black leather jacket and an engine 
that could only be heard when he wanted it to be heard, he was almost 
deadly silent. He almost never spoke, Ethan and Tom being the only 
people he would talk to when he came here. Tom parked a little bit 
away from them, going to talk with the girls, but he continued to go, 
passing by her and her friends and going into the town. She would be 
lying if she said she wasn't curious about why he went there. At some 
point, her brother showed up with his arm over some random girls 
shoulder. She gave him a look that told him whatever business he 
needed to do, to do it before he came home. It would be a fiasco if 
their mother found him in the morning, naked under the sheets with a 
girl he didn't know. Well, the problem wasn't with Aaron not knowing 
who the girl was, but their_mom_ not knowing who the girl was. He 
just shrugged his shoulders, not really caring. She smirked. She 
really didn't care either. 

She saw Night Fury race a few times, winning against everyone who 
went against him. If there was one thing that they shared, it was 
that they never lost. Just when she thought it was time to go home, a 
group of bikers came. She recognized the guy leading the group of 
thugs. She clenched her fists instantly. They stopped in front of Tom 
and his friend, the entire group mounting off their bikes and taking 
off their helmets. The guy leading the posse, stepped in front of the 
two, straightening up to his full height. He said something she 
couldn't catch and Tom replied, clearly not thrilled by the company. 
It went on for a few moments before the guy said something that 
seemed to set Tom off. Then something happened that she rarely saw. 
Night Fury stood up from his bike and walked in between Tom and the 
guy. Dean, the guys name, who was usually know as _Skrill__, smirked. 
Fury motioned with his head back to Dean's bike, clearly telling him 
to leave them alone. Dean stood his ground. Night Fury leaned over to 
his ear and whispered. Dean's confident smirk instantly faded, a 
angry scowl taking its place. Night Fury motioned with his head 
toward Dean's bike one more time. After a few moments of glaring. 

Dean turned around and mounted his bike. She picked up Fury nodding 
his head at the black haired girl she knew all too well. She was 
curious as to why Night Fury would be nodding at her, but she gave up 



when she saw them leaving. Just to be kind, she walked over to them, 
her gaze not leaving the sight of the group that was 
leaving . 

"Everything okay here, Tom?" she asked, finally looking away from 
Dean, and looking at Tom. 

"Ah, just a jackass being a jackass. What would you expect from Dean. 
We're fine." He told her, looking in the direction where Dean 
went . 

"Okay, just wanted to make sure." She said and turned on her 
heel . 

"Why?" she heard the question, but it wasn't Tom who asked. She 
turned around and found Night Fury looking at her. Tom was as 
surprised as her, hearing him talk to someone other than him or 
Ethan. She stared at him for a few seconds, not believing her own 
ears. She found her voice. 

"What?" 

"I said, why? Why did you want to make sure?" he asked, his voice 
muffled. But, something about his voice was familiar, yet she 
couldn't find the face to match. She thought about it for a few 
seconds before answering. 

"I'm tough, but I'm not heartless. The people here, are my family. 

And I make sure that my family is alright." She said, confidently. He 
nodded, and she turned around, walking back over to her friends. She 
got some questioning looks, but she shrugged them off, mounting her 
bike . 

"Are you going home?" she asked her brother. He shook his head and 
she nodded, putting on her helmet. She turned on the engine, and 
drove down the road. She passed by Tom and Fury. Night Fury lazily 
saluted her, and again, she saw a glimpse of a tattoo. During the 
entire ride back home, she kept replaying her brief conversation with 
him. But the thing that bugged her the most, was that tattoo. She 
couldn't help but feel dA©jA vu . Something about that part that she 
did see, was familiar. That is when she figured it out, just as she 
stopped in front of her house. She knew that tattoo. She saw that 
tattoo. But the question was... 

Where? 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Hey guys. Sorry for being late again. Like I said last 
time, don't be surprised if I forget to update. I had some important 
test these last two days so it kinda slipped my mind. Anyway, hope 
you enjoyed it. I'll see you next t ime . <strong> 


8 . Perfect Life 

Stewart Haddock has always been known as someone who was successful. 
In elementary, he learned extremely quick, teachers loved his 
personality and the kids loved his friendly attitude. In high school, 
he was the captain of the football team, being the most well built 



boy of his generation, not to mention he was part of the student 
council. In college, he graduated with the biggest praise from his 
professors, getting a job offer at one of the biggest law firms as 
soon as he got his diploma. He turned that firm into an empire in 
under three years. So when he ran for mayor, it was a piece of cake 
to win the elections. He has been mayor of the city he grew up in, 
for almost eighteen years. You could say his life was perfect. And it 
was, for some time actually. He had a nice house, a good job and a 
beautiful wife and baby son. That is, until everything went south. 
Suddenly, instead of coming home to a warm smile from her and the 
giggling of his son, he would come to a son who barely spoke, his 
wife's absence notably visible. Suddenly, she was never home, and his 
son and he didn't have much in common to talk about. 

It would be a lie if he said he wasn't surprised, when his son grew 
up a bit, that he didn't have any resemblance to his own physique. 
While Stewart was a mountain of a man, with muscles big enough to fit 
someone's head. Hunter was... not. He was lanky, scrawny even. He had 
arms like noodles, and legs like toothpicks. He sometimes didn't want 
to hug his son, afraid that he'll brake him if he did. He wasn't good 
in any kind of sport, unlike his father. The boy preferred to read 
and draw, and tinker with small gadgets. Sure, Stewart liked to read 
a good book every once in a while, but the amount of books his son 
was reading was just ridiculous. And the time he spent inventing 
things in the shack behind their house, was just ludicrous. So, with 
his mother being barely in the house because of her personal project, 
it was up to him to show him how to play ball. It was a disaster. He 
couldn't hold the ball for longer than five seconds, and if he even 
thought about throwing it, he would fall down on his face instantly. 
It was a trial and error process. The problem was, that it always 
ended with _error._ So, Stewart gave up, seeing that his son and him 
would never have something in common to do. He was too much like his 
mother, anyway. 

As years passed, his home grew colder and colder, until it was 
just ... nothing . It wasn't home anymore. And, after the incident, it 
was just a place that brought bad memories. So, he moved, packing his 
and his son's bags, and never looking back. He bought a house near 
his office, and settled in. It was a rough couple of months when they 
first moved in, with him being busy with running the town and Hunter 
taking every opportunity to escape into the garage to occupy his time 
with a new invention. They barely talked over the years, speaking 
only when necessary, usually about groceries or him having to go out 
of town for a meeting. George would look after Hunter then, one of 
his childhood friends. He was a bit envious of George's relationship 
with his son, since the boy seemed to be more open towards him. It 
didn't surprise him, since George was a mechanic and was sort of a 
mentor to Hunter, that he was teaching him the basics. Just as he 
lost all hopes that his son and him would ever have something to talk 
about, Ashley came into the picture. He beamed when he saw the blue 
eyed beauty, fierce and strong for a eleven year-old. She was 
athletic, smart and fearless. The complete opposite of his son. He 
would be lying if he said he wasn't curious about how did his son 
become friends with her. But, that was the first time he noticed how 
she made his son act. He was always smiling around her, glowing, he 
dared to say. 

It reminded him of how he acted around his wife, which, even though 
sometimes saddened him, made him feel good. They started to talk a 
bit more, the air around them not so awkward anymore. He was glad 



about that, and it was Ashley he had to thank. He also enjoyed her 
company, talking about sports and things he couldn't with his son, 
while Hunter quietly drew next to them, listening to the conversation 
but not participating. Then, Ashley would suggest for them to go into 
the garage to see his latest handy work. As much as she liked to talk 
about sports with him, she enjoyed watching Hunter's inventions far 
more, for some strange reason. He didn't question it, glad he had 
that girl in his son's life. And in his, too. Just as he thought that 
he had no more problems with his son, he came up with a brilliant 
idea. He wanted a bike. For obvious reasons, Stewart wasn't thrilled. 
So, when his son asked him why he said no, he didn't respond. He just 
told him no, and ended the conversation there. And it was a couple of 
weeks of him asking for one, before he stopped. He thought he evaded 
the problem, when he saw the bike in the garage one morning. His 
anger rose instantly, calling him to come downstairs immediately. It 
was a small talk, with him scolding him for buying a bike behind his 
back. What was he thinking? A fifteen year-old should not be riding a 
bike. He thought he solved the problem by giving the bike to George, 
only to find out that he was just keeping it in the workshop so 
Hunter could work on it. He talked with George, trying to reason with 
him to just get rid of the damn thing, but he just dismissed it, 
saying that the boy was just keeping the bike in great condition. He 
was too young to ride one, he couldn't even get a driving license. 
Seeing it would be futile to continue trying to reason with the 
stubborn mechanic, he gave up, letting his son tinker with the 100 hp 
machine . 

When his son got his license, he rarely saw him, spending all his 
time riding with Ashley, who was the one who made him ride so much. 
The down side of being friends with Ashley, was that she loved her 
freedom, and she loved it even more when Hunter shared it with her. 
But, he was happy, and so in some way, Stewart was happy. Even though 
he was highly against bikes. It was a great two years. His son 
spending time with his girl, even though he denied the fact that they 
were dating when it was so obvious, his job as mayor steadier and 
stronger than ever, and his relationship with his son was better than 
it ever was. His life and home was starting to feel the way it used 
to feel again. For the first time in years, he felt joy when he 
thought about going home. Because it _felt_ like home. His life was 
perfect again. His life was great again. His life was alright again. 
But, it seemed that nothing good lasted in his life. One night, while 
sitting in the living room with Hunter and Ashley, the new black 
puppy playing with them on the floor, he received a call he wished he 
hadn't. His smile turned into a frown, and he hung up without a 
goodbye. Hunter saw his face, and asked what was wrong, the puppy 
nibbling on his fingers. He couldn't find his voice, standing up and 
walking to his office and closing his door shut. Hunter couldn't 
figure out what changed his father's mood so quickly, continuing to 
play with the puppy and enjoying Ashley's company. 

The next day he found out. As soon as the words left his father's 
mouth, he ran out of the house. He didn't stop when he called him to 
come back. He didn't answer his calls, didn't read his messages, he 
didn't do anything. He just refused to speak with anyone. He came 
home late that night, not bothering to explain himself to Stewart and 
went straight to bed. Neither of the Haddock's slept that night. 
Stewart kept asking himself why did everything have to go wrong in 
his life. Because after that call, everything went south. Ashley and 
Hunter stopped seeing each other. Hunter became cold again, their 
relationship suffering because of that, and last ly ... that accident 



that almost cost him the last member of his family. If that night, 
anything else happened, he wouldn't have been able to continue with 
his life. He hoped that after that. Hunter would want to talk, to 
help get over it. He didn't. He closed off completely. The only 
people he talked to was Toothless, his dog, George, and Tom, a boy 
who transferred to his high school. His perfect life was lost to 
oblivion, once again. They grew apart, the void between them bigger 
than its ever been. He wanted to talk to him, to fix this, but 
without Ashley as their bridge, there was no way of doing that. He 
went to college after he persuaded him, but Hunter made it clear that 

he wasn't happy with the college his father forced him to go. 

He hoped that going to college would put some reason into his head, 
to show him that he won't be twenty forever. He also hoped it would 
make him spend less time with that bike, to focus more on getting a 

job and making something out of his life... but it didn't. If 

anything, it made him seek every opportunity to get a good ride, 
either alone or with Tom. He was as stubborn as his mother, refusing 
to do anything that didn't make sense to him. All of a sudden, he was 
always angry with his son. Every little thing he did, set him off. He 
would yell, telling him he didn't have time to worry about his 
idiotic stunts and his childish behavior. They didn't talk anymore. 

If they did, it was either him yelling at Hunter, or Hunter telling 
him he's going out. There was no normal conversation between them 
anymore. They couldn't stand to be in the same room. Four agonizing 
years of that. Not to mention, in the meantime, crime started to 
sprout in the calm streets of Berk. Robberies, drugs, not to mention 
the illegal races. He was just glad that Hunter wasn't into those 
things. With that damned Night Fury around, that would be the last 
thing he needed. 

The guy was elusive. No one has been able to find out who he is. 

Sean, his brother-in-law, who was in charge of the police department, 
has already sent almost a hundred of his best men and women to try 
and find out who he is, but with no results. If they got close, he 
went off the grid. If they tried to chase him, he would just out ride 
them. If they _did_ find something, the people went missing. They 
just ... disappeared . No one knew where they ended up. They never found 
any of the bodies. The information that they did get, was not enough 
to actually confirm any of their suspicion. He was, simply, a ghost. 
You saw what he wanted you to see. You heard what he wanted you to 
hear. You got what he wanted you to get. And it was driving them all 
insane. They have been going in circles for years. He spent most of 
his time trying to solve this problem, talking with Sean every day, 
asking how the case was going. And every day, it was the same answer. 
Nothing. Absolutely nothing. And after another day like that, the 
only thing that helped him, was a nice, quiet drink. And it was, 
until George decided to join him. The one-legged, one-hand man, was 
the very opposite of the word quiet. He sat down next to him, cold 
drink in hand, the two men the only ones in the bar of the mayor's 
building. For a long time, neither spoke, content with the silence. 
Gobber watched him the entire time, deciphering the face of his old 
friend . 

"Let me guess, still no breakthrou' with the Night Fury case?" he 
asked . 

"Not even close." Stewart replied, sighing heavily. He took a drink 
from his beer, the alcohol doing little to relax his tense 
shoulders . 



"Ah. Well, you'll be pleased ta 'ear, that tha ' boy of yours, is 
startin' ta actually listen ta me," Stewart looked at his friends 
tired blue eyes, " I mean, he's still as stubborn as tha mold on my 
fridge, but he's payin' more attention ta what I'm sayin'." That 
piqued his interest, his head lifting and turning completely in 
Gobber's direction. 

"Seriously?" Gobber nodded, a smile on his face, but it wasn't 
reaching his eyes. 

"Not much, but it's better than nothin'." Silence fell after that. 
They continued to drink, Gobber respecting his friends need for 
quiet. After some time, Stewart sighed, for seemingly no reason. 
George knew better than that . 

"Do you realize ' ow obvious you are?" he asked and Stewart raised a 
quizzical eyebrow. 

"Don't raise tha' eyebrow at me. Stewart, I've known you for more 
tha' thirty years. I know when you're thinkin', when you're 
rememberin', when you're troubled by somethin'. I know when you're 
lyin'." When he didn't respond, he sighed. "Look Stewart, no matter 
how hard you try, no matter how many arguments you ' ave with ' im, 
that won't get ' im to stop ridin'. You can't get ' im away from tha' 
bike . " 

"He'll be safer if he's not out on the street with that thing." 
Stewart mumbled. 

"Oh, and you are if you're in a car?" he didn't respond. "It makes no 
difference Stewart. Whether 'e's in a car, or on a bike, there is 
always a chance of gettin' hurt. You can't get ' im away from that 
bike. I know tha' you don't like the fact that 'e loves to ride," 
Gobber continued, "but, you can't change it. You can't change _him_. 
So stop tryin' to make ' im into you. Because, as much as you don't 
want to admit, half of ' im is your wife. Half of your son, is _Val._" 
When Stewart didn't reply, he continued again. 

"I know tha', because of tha', it makes it ' arder to look at ' im, but 
you 'ave to solve the problem tha' you 'ave with 'im. It's not his 
fault, so stop blamin' ' im for what happened, because I know you 


"I'm no-" 

"You are!" Gobber exclaimed. "You are and you know it." Silence fell 
upon them, and a few moments after, George continued with a softer 
tone . 

"Stewart, fix this with 'im. Because he _will_ snap one day. He 
_will_ _will_ go. He won't announce it, he won't call, he _won't_ 
come back. You won't see ' im again. And believe me when I say, you 
_will_ regret it. Fix what's been broken." Gobber finished. 

"Some things are better left broken." He replied, his voice full of 
venom. Gobber's face turned from one of comfort, to one of 
anger . 


"Yeah, some things are better left broken. But, some things are worth 



gettin' hurt for. Some _people_ are worth getting' hurt for. But, I 
guess you don't realize who those people are, do you?" Gobber stood 
up, heading for the door. Passing by him, George added one last 
thing . 

"Fix it Stewart. Because, time is runnin' out to do so." The door 
closed behind him, leaving the old mayor alone with his thoughts. 
Images of his wife flashed before his eyes, making him clench his jaw 
tightly. He took another drink, this time hoping it would make the 
images go away. 

It didn't. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Hey guys. Hope you enjoyed the chapter. I kinda needed 
the filler, and I wanted to expand a bit on the period before any of 
the current things in the story happened, not to mention I wanted a 
chapter from Stoick's view, and so... this was born. Hope you liked 
it. I'm not so sure about this chapter, but meh . Leave a review. See 
you in two weeks . <strong> 


End 
f ile . 



